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Night of Mortal Lust 


Author's Notes: 
) 


| darted around the room to make sure that all the curtains were closed completely before throwing myself 
onto Per's bed. He wrapped his arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss. It wasn't a kiss that I've ever 
received from Per either (or anyone for that matter). It was sloppy and wet but I'm not lying when | say | 
loved every second of it. | inched my hands down to Per's hip and pulled him closer to me. | could feel his 
erection poking my own. Our kiss seemed like it lasted for ages but every now and then, | glanced at the door. | 
feared that my parents or someone else would burst in and see what | was doing, I'd surely be thrown to the 


streets or worse.. Per broke the kiss and moved towards my neck. | moaned softly as | felt him nip it with his 


teeth. 
"tll be our little secret, Øystein. Just you and me," he purred. 


Per pulled off my shirt and threw it aside. He tossed away his underwear and began to tug mine off as well. 


My eyes widened at the sight of another man's cock. Per looked away shyly and bit his lip. He looked so 


delicate...so gorgeous... | wanted him so badly... | wanted to make him scream my name and beg for more. 

"Lie down, Per. Now." 

Per plopped down on the bed and spread his legs wide open for me. 

"Take me now. Fuck me as hard as you can" 

I've had my way with a few girls in the past but this was my first time with a man. | got a feeling that this 
was Per's first time in general. | spit in my hands and coated my throbbing length. | shuddered at the feeling. 
Its been so long since I've done this. Per whined that | was taking too long. | thrust my cock inside him the 
middle of his complaining with all my force. Per held back a scream as he arched his back slightly. Well, | was 
right. Per was definitely a virgin. The thought only made me hornier. | moved slowly within Per to get him used 
to this. | had my eyes closed the entire time | was thrusting and opened my eyes to see how he was holding 
up. He was panting softly and noticed that | had finally opened my eyes. 

"Faster..." 

"Beg." 

"What?" 


| grabbed Per's cock and pressed my thumb against the tip and moved it around in a circular movement. This 


caught him off guard and stifled a pitiful, needy wince. 

"Beg for it, Per." 

"P-please. Bystein..tm-" 

"Beg!" 

"Fuck me harder!" 

| quickened my pace and thrust more forcefully. 

"Look me in the eyes when | fuck you." 

| gazed deep into the blonde's ocean blue eyes and found myself in a trance. This was so wrong. If someone saw 
what we were doing, we'd get our heads chopped off but | didn't care one bit. | moved closer to him until our 
lips were nearly touching. Per dug his nails into my back and his moans grew louder and louder. | heard him 
curse in a unknown language once in awhile too. | stopped thrusting and rammed my cock as far as | could in 


the depths of Per's hole until my hips were rubbing against his ass. | moved around slightly trying to look for 
the perfect spot. Per eyes widened and a harsh, depraved moan slipped past his lips. | grinded roughly against 


that very spot and felt Per's body wiggle violently underneath mine. 


| felt my climax creeping around the corner. Sweat was now dripping off my face. | gave one last hard thrust 
into Per and felt his warm cum all over my belly as he cried out my name. | came immediately after and 
collapsed next to Per. The room was now rather mucky and hazy like a humid day in July. | leaned over to kiss 


Per sweetly on the lips. 

"| love you so much, Øystein. You're the first person to make me feel this way. | don't want to ever leave your 
side." 

"| love you too, Per. You don't ever know." 

He dozed off on my shoulder and | began to dream of us running away together to some remote location 


where no one could bother us. How | thanked the stars for reuniting me with my one true love. How | longed to 


spend the rest of my days with him and him only. 


Visual Aggression 


Author's Notes: 
This is from Jørn POV. 


Where the hell is Øystein? | swear | haven't seen that fucker in over a week. Does he hate me or something? 

Did | say something to offend him? | sure hope not! Øysteins my only real friend besides my da and my sister 
and | don't know what | would do without him. We've been together through the good times and the bad after 

all. What if he somehow caught that weird illness that's going around killing people? That's it. I'm going over to 

see what's the matter. 


Recently, I've been making a little extra cash as a gravedigger. | swear I'm not profiting off people's deaths or 
anything, we've just been struggling with money is all. Yesterday, the body of Dag's daughter washed up 
alongside the river bed. It must have been quite a scare for the kid who found her lifeless, bloated corpse 
entangled in the muck and branches. She was missing for a couple of days now and her family was hoping she 
just ran away with one of the boys from the other town again. Not the case unfortunately. I'll be honest when 
| say | was downright terrified of whatever was killing all these people. | didn't want me or anyone | cared 
about to be the next victim. Approaching the Aarseth's inn, | spotted Per sitting peacefully outside with a 


small cup in his hand. | really hoped Øystein was around too. 

"G'morning, blondie!" 

Hm?" 

"Is Øystein around, Per? | want to talk to him." 

"Nope. He's not here right now. Sorry." 

| had never talked to Per before and it was a bit uncomfortable. | tried to make small talk with him to break 


the ice even though | was complete shit at it. Bystein really liked him and | wanted to like him too. Maybe we 


could all be friends. 


"How's that cute sister of yours doing, Jørn?" 


"Excuse me?" 

| don't recall Signe ever talking to Per. Besides, she didn't like him too much. Had she met up with him 
sometime without telling me? It made my blood boil when men talked about my sister like that. She absolutely 
despised it and so did |. 

"Well?" 

"Fine..." 

| stared at the ground and shuffled around awkwardly. | felt a chill crawl down my spine. It wasn't too cold 
outside so | blamed it on my nervousness. | noticed Per eyeing me up and down while smirking. What the fuck. 
Was he checking me out? 

"Listen... | should go now. | got stuff to do..Bye." 

"Bye, Jørn" 

| got the hell out of there as quick as | could. | knew Per was a little weird but that was just too weird even 
for me. All of a sudden, | heard a pair of voices yell my name from behind me. Sven and Jan approached me 
looking particularly angry. 

"Stubberud!" 

"What do you want?" 

"How's your sister doing, chief?" 

"Signe? She's fine just a little sick -" 

Jan kneed me in the stomach out of nowhere. | heaved violently, almost puking. The two cornered me into a 
small, dark alleyway. 

"What the hell are you doing!?" 

Sven shoved me against the wall and lifted me up by my collar. 


"Looks like Signe's at it again. Care to explain why my sister's dead?" 


| had no idea what Sven was talking about. He proceeded to throw me to the ground. If | even attempted to get 


up, Jan would push me back down. 


"Don't think we don't know, dumbass." 


"Know what..." 


Sven bent down and hissed in my face. 


"She's always going out at night, lurking around in the shadows. Once the sun comes up, she crawls back into 


her cave. No one else believes us because they're afraid." 


Jan chimed in as well. 
"Like mother, like daughter." 


"You and your little family better get the hell out of this town or else Signe's going to end up like her mom. 


Charred with a stake in her heart and scattered all over the place." 


| gritted my teeth and clenched my fist tightly. My mother was accused of being a witch a long time ago when 
| was just a newborn and ultimately killed They shunned Signe and | for being "children of Satan’ but my da 
convinced them that we had nothing to do with my mother. Since then, no one has ever mentioned my 
mother's name again. | didn't care if she was a witch or not, | loved her and | loved Signe too. | wasn't going to 
let these fuckers accuse her of anything. 

| lanced at Sven and clenched my hand around his throat. | managed to get a few quick blows at his face 
before Jan scooped me up and tossed me to the ground again. He gave a harsh kick in the crotch resulting in 
me screaming out in pain. Soon after, | was bombarded with a series of blows to virtually every part of my 


body. | desperately tried to fight back but was no match for Jan and Sven. 
"That was my fucking sister, cunt!" 
Sven dealt one last kick to my face while him and Jan laughed up a storm. My vision became to fade as blood 


trickled down my nose and mouth. The last thing | saw before passing out was Per running towards me while 


shouting. 


Into Your Light 


Author's Notes: 
Not much going on here. 


| headed home before it got too dark outside. Although, Per was still a little weird to me, | hoped to get the 


chance to properly introduce myself. We were going to be living together after all for who knows how long. 
"Mama, where's Per?" 
"Hallo, Øystein. Per is still in the same room from before. Do talk to him, son. He won't stop talking about you." 


| obliged and went into Per's room to see how he was holding up. His eyes lit up with joy the second | stepped 
into the room and dropped the book he was reading. | closed the door behind us. 


"Hi." 

"Hello." 

"How are you feeling?" 

| was never good at talking to strangers. | was always so awkward at starting conversations including now. | 
picked up the book from the ground and set it gently on the counter next to his bed. | pulled up a chair and 
scooted towards Per. 

"A little weary but now that you're here, | feel a lot better" 

Per grabbed my hand and squeezed it lightly. | didn't know what to make of it so | squeezed his back. | found 
this oddly relaxing. | stared at Per for the longest time. He was so damn beautiful. For a man, | mean His looks 
were that of some prestigious prince compared to a ratty plebeian like me. | found myself completely lost in 
those gorgeous ocean blue eyes of his. Per let go of my hand and began to run his hands through my hair. He 
stoked my face gently and leaned in to kiss me on my forehead. 


"I have a good feeling you and | are going to be great friends, Bystein" 


"Me too, Per. Me too." 


An Unexpected Guest 


Author's Notes: 
This story takes place in late I8th century Norway. The first chapter is always boring, sorry about that. 


"See you tomorrow, Dystein! Take care!" 
"You too, Jørn! Say hello to Signe for me!" 


| waved goodbye to my friend as we both went our separate ways. While the town we lived in was small, Jarn 
lived in the surrounding wooded area with his father and sister. The woods had become our hanging spot 
where we spent most of our days. Well, when we weren't helping out our families, that is. Just as | was 
nearing my home, | felt a small drop of water hit my head and trickle down my face. | stared up to see that 
the clear sky that had been present all morning had turned into a dreary dark formation of storm clouds. | 
had been so preoccupied with getting home that | didn't noticed it was about to rain | ran the rest of the way 


home until | arrived at my doorstep. | entered and heard quite a commotion 
"Øystein? ls that you, dear? | was worried the storm would catch up to you and Jørn!" 


She hugged me tightly and kissed me on the cheek. The group of men at the table stopped their drinking and 
chattering to gawk at us. Our family ran the only inn in town so there were usually people sitting around in the 
main lodge. Unfortunately for me, there were more people than usual. Most of them were my father's friends 


who loved teasing me at every given moment of the day. 


They jeered mockingly at us and | felt my face get hot as fire. My mother meant well but | was already 
nineteen years old and didn't need to be babied around constantly. Then again, | was her only child. | sat down 
behind the counter where my old dog, Frigg, slept lazily underneath. My father was absent for the time being 
since he had some business to take care of in the next town over. | began to worry about him considering it 
was now pouring heavily outside. Hours passed by and soon, the inn was empty. Business had been slow for 
quite a while now. | could tell my mother was concerned about my father's well being too. | was about to head 
up to my room when | heard a loud bang at the front door. My mother rushed to open it and my father 
darted in with someone else. They were both drenched from head to toe. My father had his arm wrapped 
around the other whose face was shrouded by a cloak and seemed to be limping. It seemed that we were not 


going to be alone this night after all 


Amnesia 


Author's Notes: 
Introduction of Per and Signe, who will become more important as the story progresses. 


"Ana, the doctor should be here soon! Please set up a room for this poor boy! Hurry!" 


My mother scurried frantically to find a suitable room for our new guest. It must have been pretty serious if 


the doctor had to be called at this hour. 

"What should | do, Da?" 

"Øystein, go to your room and rest. Don't trouble yourself with this. We have it under control." 

| stared as he led the man to an empty room behind the counter. | didn't get a good glimpse of him. For now, 
all | cared about was sleep. | yawned and walked upstairs to my room while Frigg followed close behind. | hoped 
that in the morning, the unknown man was alright at least. Call me inconsiderate but | was just too tired to 
focus on anything but my bed. The next morning | woke up with a sudden jolt. | was having some kind of 
nightmare but | forgot the details soon after my awakening. | remembered our injured guest and dashed past 
Frigg and down the stairs to see what had become of him. | approached the room slowly and heard a 
conversation between my father and an unknown voice. | didn't want to burst in and interrupt so | lurked 
around the door. 


"Are you sure you're alright, son?" 


"Yes, sir. I'm feeling much better thanks to you. Who knows what would have happened to me if you hadn't 


found me." 

"You had some serious injuries but by some work of God, you're miraculously healed. Its unbelievable." 
'| can't believe it either, sir.” 

"What's your name?" 

"Por" 

"Is that it? You don't have a surname of any kind?" 


‘lm afraid | can't remember anything but my name." 


The boy spoke in a strange accent signaling that he was not from around these parts. He looked to be about 
my age and was covered in bandages and small scratches. He also had long golden blonde hair that reached 
around the middle of his back like mine. 


"Hmm, so you don't have a family you can contact?" 
"| don't believe so." 


"Well, you were just lying on the side of the road beaten up and bleeding with no kind of people in sight. Do you 
have any idea how that may have happened to you?" 


| do remember being in a carriage with some people but everything's a blur from there. I'm sorry. I'm being 


such a burden. | should take my leave now." 


"Not so fast! You can't just go out with all your injuries. Besides, you have no family to turn to now!" My 


mother intervened. 

"My wife is right. You have nowhere to go so you will stay with us until your memory returns.” 
"You're kidding? | couldn't. | can't. | don't want to trouble you anymore than | already have." 
"Nonsense, dear! This is an inn. We tend to people almost all the time." 

"Thank you so much! | don't know how | can make it up to you...” 


Per looked over at me. His blue eyes were gentle and soft spoken as well as his smile. | awkwardly smiled back 


and waved. 


"Mama, l'm going out with Jørn. I'll be back later." 
"That's fine, son. Just be back in time for breakfast." 


| felt a little uncomfortable standing by the door since Per couldn't keep his eyes off me for some reason. | 
ran out of the inn It took a while to get to Jarn's home but luckily for me, he was already outside chopping up 
wood. His sister sat outside the small cabin working busily on some needlework. Signe was Jarn's older sister by 
about seven years. She was a sickly girl whose pale complexion and deep set eye made her look like a doll. Or a 
corpse. However you'd like to look at it. In all honestly, | found her very beautiful. Some people felt she looked 
to somber. Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, | always say. She was extremely kind but reserved and rarely 
left the woods near her home. She was much too old for me and Jørn would surely strangle me if | ever told 
him | thought she was cute. Since Jørr's mother died when he was just a newborn, Signe was like his mother. 
For this, he was extremely protective of his sister. The rare occurrence when the two would visit the market 
together, Jørn would make sure any man trying to court his frail sister would kindly fuck off. This was not 


very necessary though considering Signe showed no signs of interest in men according to Jørn. 


Jørn ran over to me and nearly tackled me to the ground when he saw me. 

"How's the rain treating you, Øystein?" 

"Just fine. Listen something weird happened last night." 

| sat down with him on the small pile of wood he had chopped and told him all about Per and his odd arrival. 
"He doesn't seem like a bad guy. He's around our age too so maybe we've found the third musketeer, eh?" 
"| don't know. There's something about him that set me off. | cant put my finger on it" 


Jørn shrugged it off and began to talk about something else related to his father's work | wasn't really paying 
attention to him honestly. | just couldn't get the blonde out of my head. 


Confusion 


And so we did. Per and | formed a incredibly close friendship in the short time he had stayed here, much to 
my content. | had been so lonely for such a long time with only one real friend but now, Per was in my life. 
My life had gotten much brighter since that fateful day he came to me but it had it's share of darkness as 
well. | had been suffering from nightmares almost every night. Awful, terrifying things plagued by moving 
shadows and a strange foul creature. They would wake me up at random hours of the night in which | would 
quietly sneak across the hallway to Per's room. According to him, he had serious insomnia and could rarely 
sleep. | would crawl in bed with him where Per would caress me lovingly in his arm. | would nuzzle my head on 
his shoulder and in return, Per would whisper sweet things in my ears. They filled me with such joy and 
another feeling | didn't quite understand. Not yet that is. No one made me quite as happy as him. But at the 
same time, | was embarrassed. | was ashamed of my now growing feelings for Per. | shrugged it off as merely 
a strong friendship. Before any of the tenants staying at the inn or my parents would wake up, | would return 
to my room. Per and | would act like this with each other when no one was looking. | was afraid of getting 
caught and feared what would happen to the both of us. Per didn't seem to care though. He'd hug me around 
the waist from behind and pull me in close in front of my parents. They simply laughed. Boys will be boys. Per 
is sure playful and joking, isn't he? Just some of the things they would say. When they went away, Per would 
look me deep in the eyes and tell me how beautiful | was. How | was one of the loveliest things he's ever seen 


One night, he asked me if I've ever been in love. 
"| was once." 
"When? With who?" 


"With a girl. Her name was Agnes. We were together for a short time before she broke my heart. It was 


short but | loved her." 

Per went quiet for a long time. | felt his hands trembling. 
"Por?" 

"Are you in love right now, Øystein?" 


| coughed and tried to avoid the question. | don't know, Per. | just don't know what to think anymore. He giggled 
and kissed my cheek gently. 


Perss Bane 


Author's Notes: 
Where the mystery starts, in my opinion 


Now that | think about it, Per behaves very strangely. He rarely goes outside unless the day is gloomy or 
cloudy. | thought this to be some kind of skin condition considering how sickly pale he was. Paler than Signe, in 
fact, who suffered from some kind of non-fatal disease according to the town doctor. His insomnia seemed to 
be only at nighttime as well for in the morning, he was usually asleep. My parents have discussed this and are 
certain Per had a similar disease to Signe. Another weird thing was whenever my family and | prayed together, 
Per was never present. This was at night and Per was definitely awake too. | understood since | also dreaded 
praying with my family. | played along though. Wouldn't want to be suspected of being a witch of any kind since 


| was aware of how serious the punishment was for them. 

It was a cold day in early September. The days were getting shorter and darker which meant sunny days were 
now rare. We sat outside my family's inn and talked about the approaching winter. | saw Jorn and his sister 
approaching us from afar. It seems Jorn was taking his sister out to the market. | called out to Jørn and 
caught their attention Signe usually waved and smiled at me whenever she saw me but this time she looked at 
me with pure fear in her eyes. She grasped her brother's arm tightly and ran the other way. 

"What was that all about?" 


"Signe always says hello to me. That's weird" 


"Ah, was that your friend, Jørn and his sister?" 


It struck me that Per has never met either of them before. 
"Yes" 


| chose to ignore it for the time being. l'Il confront Jørn about it tomorrow. My father returned from the 


market as well with our old dog. 


"Look who came back from her little adventure!" 


"Frigg!" 


Frigg was always disappearing from time to time but she always came back like a good girl. My father patted 


Per and | on the back and went inside. He treated him like a second son now that's he's been with us for a 
little over a week. Frigg stayed outside and began to growl angrily at Per. She got down in a defensive position 
and continued to growl. Per got behind me as | tried to calm her down. This only made her more mad it seems. 
She howled madly until my father came outside to see what was wrong. 


"Frigg! Be quiet, girl!" 


No use. She just kept on staring down Per and barking. My father finally took her inside and she immediately 


stopped barking and instead whimpered in fear. 
| hate dogs, Øystein. Those foul mutts are so disgusting." 
"Frigg isn’t usually like this, | swear." 


Per looked truly insulted as if Frigg mocked him in a way. | had never seen this side of Per before. There was 


a look of pure anger in his eyes. 


Wolf's Cry 


Author's Notes: 
RIP. Frigg 


The following day | decided to go visit Jørn and Signe after a week of not seeing either of them. Jørn must be 
pissed off that I've been ignoring him for so long. As | strolled over to his family's cabin, | realized that may 
very well be the reason the two ran from Per and | yesterday. Jørn wanted me to know that he's upset about 
me not talking to him so he asked his sister to play along with his childish little game. Agnes used to do that 
to me too when | wasn't paying enough attention to her. | shuddered at the thought of my old girlfriend. That 
still didn't explain the sheer look of terror in Signe's eyes when she saw us. | knocked on Jørn's door. He opened 
it right away and look at me in a nervous way. 

‘Oh, its just you, Bystein. How's it going?" 

"Looks like you're not mad anymore." 

"What are you talking about? | was never mad" 

He poked his head outside the door and looked around carefully. 

"Who are you looking for?" 

"Uh, my dad, obviously." 

We both stepped outside but didn't do much talking. Not like we used to. Jørn continued to scout the area for 
someone. 

"Øystein?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You came alone, right?" 


"Yeah..why?" 


"Nothing..." 


Jørn looked away from me with the same nervous expression he had when he opened the door. 
"You're referring to Per, arent youl" 

"What's wrong with him, huhl?" 

He scooted closer to me and whispered. 

"Look, Signe doesn't like your friend. At all. She says he gives her a bad feeling." 


| was offended. Signe was never like this with anyone so | didn't understand why she was being rude all of a 


sudden. | got defensive too. 

"Well, why should he care what your sister has to say! Per can come here if he wants tol” 

"Ssshh! Keep it down! | don't want her to hear. She's going blind, Øystein.. She's seeing things now that she 
didn't see before. l'm worried." 

"I'm sorry for snapping at you, Jørn. It's just that |-" 


Before | could continue, Jern's father called out to us from the distance. We turned around to see holding 


some kind of bloody animal carcass in his arms. 

"What do you got there, old man?" Jarn asked his father. 

"The remains of what seems to be a dog." 

My eyes grew large with horror as | recognized this mangled thing to be none other than Frigg. 


"No! What happened to her! Frigg..." 


"Seems your poor dog got attacked by some kind of bear or wolf. I'm sorry for the loss, boy." 


Jørn gave me a hug and gave me his condolences. | apologized to him for having to leave so soon to which Jørn 


completely understood. 
"| hope Signe gets better, Jørn. Gotta go." 


When | told my parents of the news, they were both just as devastated as | especially my father who used 


Frigg for hunting and raised her since she was a puppy. Per sat down on the stairs and didn't look very 
saddened at all. | mean, | understood since he met her only once and that was not a great experience. 


‘lm sorry, Øystein. | really am." 


He threw an arm around me and walked me upstairs. | felt like crying but | didn't want Per to think I'm some 
kind of cry baby. | couldn't hold it in though. | thought about all the fun times Jørn and | had had with her. A 
few hot tears slid down my face. Per wiped them away with his finger and leaned in slowly to kiss me on the 
lips. I's been a while since someone kissed me like that. | never expected Per to be the one to bring back this 
pleasure. It was when we both started to use tongue that | felt a warm sensation in my pants. | broke away 


and stared at him wildly. 


"I hate seeing you like this, Øystein. Crying. Sad. | just want you to be happy." 


| couldn't find the words to express how | was feeling so | simply ran into my room, leaving Per standing alone 
in the moonlight. | locked the door and threw myself on the bed. The same feeling of shame from before hit 

me like a wave. | didn't want to think about it anymore. So many emotions ran through my mind. Sadness, joy, 
guilt, and even arousal. | buried my face in my pillow. Maybe Frigg's passing would be the only tragedy | would 


have to face in a while. | was wrong. 


Night Terror 


Author's Notes: 
Stay tuned to find out what goes bump in the night. 


Things began to go back to normal. For the most part. | stopped visiting Per in the nighttime after our little 
"encounter". The horrible nightmares | had every now and then were still just as bad but | felt much too 
embarrassed to be around him in an intimate way. | won't lie that | missed those times we shared dearly. Per 
still treated me as sweet as ever so | don't think he minded as much as me. One day, he told me that a girl 
who lived in the far end of the village had passed away overnight according to my parents. It was one of the 
ranger's older daughters, | believe. | found it weird that she had died so suddenly considering she was in 


perfect health the day before when | saw her at the butcher shop. 


"Oh well, people die all the time. It's no big deal," | thought. | had no idea how true that remark would soon 


become. 

A few days later, a farmer boy was found dead in the same manner as the previous girl. No signs of an 
assault or anything either. They both happened to die in the same way even in perfect health. This began to 
unsettle the whole village. Rumors of a strange disease floated in the air. Talk of another more evil force at 
hand floated by as well but this was soon passed off as simply superstition and idiotic fairytales. | was 
terrified nonetheless. | didn't want to be the next person being lowered six feet into the ground. 

"What's wrong, Øystein? You look pale." 

"You're not afraid, Per?" 

"Afraid of what?" 

"Dying" 


Per stayed quiet for a second. The candle he held in his hand flickered in the darkness. | saw his mouth curl 


into a smile. 


"No. 


"What if one of us is next! | don't want to lose you...” 


Per gave me a little peck on the cheek and blew out the light from his candle. 


"Goodnight, Øystein. We'll be fine. | just know it" 
"Goodnight, Per. Stay safe... 


| walked to my room and locked the door behind me. Ever since, | stopped visiting Per, | would lock my door at 
night. Made me feel a little less paranoid at night. That fateful night, | slept quite peacefully after days of 
miserable nightmares. | woke up to a faint sound of scuttling on the floorboards though. It sounded like Frigg 
when she would walk over to me in the night to check if | was okay. | knew it wasn't her though. | looked over 


to see what was causing the accursed noise but what | saw made me wish | had just stayed asleep. 


Out For Blood 


Author's Notes: 
0 


From the edge of my bed, two beady red eyes stared at me in silence. | was paralyzed by fear and couldn't 
even muster a scream. The eyes were that of a demon, the color of fresh blood that has just escaped the 
body. While | couldn't move, my entire body began to tremble. The creature hissed and growled while the sound 
of claws scratched the floor. It was pitch black and | couldn't even see the rest of it but | felt my heart 
racing. | began to hyperventilate as | watched the shadow of the beast crawl on this floor, never taking its 
eyes off me. | wished | could run Run to Per. He would keep me safe. He would protect me from whatever the 
hell this was. The creature slowly started to inch closer to me. It bared its horrifying rows of sharp teeth and 
two protruding fangs that twinkled like a star. Was | going to die? Was this the end? | was so scared and 
couldn't even close my eyes to accept my death in darknes. A foreign object crashed through my window and 
hit the creature with a loud thud. With a hideous hiss, the demon slinked back into the shadows. Those eyes 
gave me one last piercing gaze before disappearing completely. | was so terrified still that to my complete 
embarrassment, | wet the bed. | threw my head back and screamed. Yes, | know. It was much too late but | 
was in complete shock at what just happened. My parents and Per ran in the room talking all at once and 
asking what was wrong. The mother screamed at the sight of the broken window shattered all over the 
ground. | sat up on my bed, crying and wet. | looked away from Per. | didn't want him to see how pitiful | looked 
right now. He squeezed my hand as | told my parents what | had seen. They assured me it was just a 
nightmare but | knew for a fact it wasn't. My mother went downstairs to find a new sheet for me while my 
father stepped outside to search for the person who broke the window. 


"Per, you believe me right?" 


"Of course, | do." 
"Thank you... Per?" 


"Yes?" 


"Stay here with me. Please. Just for the rest of the night." 


Forest Dweller 


Author's Notes: 
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In the morning, | scoured my room aimlessly for the object that shattered the window. | finally decided to 
check underneath the bed and there it was to my surprise. | reached under and pulled out a hefty rock with 
strange runes on it that | couldn't decipher. An idea strayed my mind. There was only one person | knew that 
could potentially read the runes. | snuck out of the inn carefully. Not to avoid my parents or anything since 
they were out of town. | was trying to avoid Per. My attraction for Per was coming back and | wanted to 
shake off these stupid feelings. It was cruel but | began to look at him in a more than friendly manner. In a 
more than romantic manner even, which disgusted me. 

As | waited outside Dag's bakery, the person | was hoping to find came out with a bundle of bread in her arms. 
"Signe, | have to talk to you." 

"If you're looking for Jørn, he's not in town right now." 


"No, no, | have to show you something. Here, take a look at this." 


| pulled out the stone and handed it to her. Her slender fingers were as cold as ice. Signe stared blankly at the 


rock. 
"Well? Can you read it?" 
‘Ive never seen these runes before. Why did you think | could in the first place?" 


"Jørn told me once you could read old languages like these so | thought you might be able too...” 


"Im so sorry to disappoint you, Bystein but | have no clue what they say. Where did you get this?" 
| gulped. | trusted Signe but not enough to tell her what had happened last night. 

"|, uh, found it in the woods one day." 

"The woods?" 


"Yes, that's right" 


| began to recall the rumors that an awful witch lived deep inside the forest and kidnapped children who 
dwelled too close to her cottage at night. OF course, neither Jørn and | had ever ventured quite that deep in 
the forest. | didn't believe those absurd stories anyways. Signe frequently took walks in the forests at night 


and nothing had ever happened to her. Then again, a part of me wanted to believe. 
"Hey, Signe... 

"Yes, dear?" 

"Have you ever come across anything strange in the forest?" 


"Yes, | have actually. Sometimes when | go on my midnight strolls, | come across a woman shrouded in all black 
with long, dark hair washing clothing by the river. | can tell by her appearance that she lives in the forest. | 
always run far away when | see her though | haven't spotted her recently. Its very unsettling. Sometimes, | 


swear | can see a red glint in her eyes." 


"A red glint!" | thought to myself. That witch bitch is probably the one to blame for all thats happened 
recently. | didn't know what to think. 


| have to go now, Øystein. I'm sorry | couldn't help you." 


"No, thank you so much, Signe. Goodbye." 


| ran back home to tell Per what | had discovered. Per... Even the slightest thought of him made the 
butterflies in my stomach flutter. 


"Perl" 


There was no answer. 

"Per?" 

| heard a slight giggle come from upstairs. 

‘lm up here, Øystein, why don't you come and join me?" 

| sensed a playful tone in his voice. Per continued to tease me by calling my name until | finally reached his 
room. | was not prepared for what came next. | slowly opened the room to find Per sprawled out on the bed, 
half naked and staring right at me. He rested his head on his hands. | stood there completely frozen as | felt 


my pants tighten Per looked at me with pure lust in his eyes. He wiggled his finger in a come hither movement 


and gave me a flirty smile. 


Rude Awakening 
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That night | had a rather nasty dream. Although the details were fuzzy, | remembered a large creature biting 
me in the neck. It was so vivid that it almost didn’t feel like a dream. | lied motionlessly in my bed as the beast 
crawled on top of me. | was fully conscious in the dream but for some odd reason, | did not fight back. It 
hovered over my neck and licked it gently. It sank its fangs deep into my neck and if it were not solely after 
my blood, | could of sworn it was going to rip off my flesh. As it drained me of my blood, | could feel myself 
getting weaker and weaker. The last thing | remember before | woke up was gazing into its soulless, red eyes 
and hearing it hiss my name. The next morning, | was very groggy and could barely stand up. My neck felt 
sore but there were no signs of any kind of bite or puncture. Per was still asleep so | didn't bother waking him 
up. No signs of my parents either. We had guests staying at the inn so | was quite confused as to why they 
were suddenly gone. | asked one of the guests if he had seen them and according to him, they gone out to the 
town square since there had been some trouble overnight. | feared for the worst. This morning was a cold, 
misty one. Winter was creeping around the corner, it seems. A group of about twenty people gathered around 
the square with looks of distress painted on their faces. | spotted my parents conversing with Jørn's dad. My 
heart sank. What if his son told him what he saw yesterday? What is this is why all these people were out 


here? My father saw me and called me over. | hesitated at first but | went anyways. 
"Øystein! You won't believe what happen to your friend!" 

"Jørn?" 

"He was attacked by a awful creature last night. Escaped with his life, that lucky boy." 
"What!? Is he okay, Mr. Stubberud?" 

‘Fortunately, he wasn't hurt one bit but he's horribly shaken up about it" 

Jørn hated me, no doubt about it, but | just had to see if he was okay. 

‘lm going to go see him. Is that okay, sir?" 

‘OF course, lad. He'll be glad to see you." 


| don't think I've ever ran so fast in my life. Signe sat outside the cabin wiping away tears with a small 


handkerchief. 


"Signe! Where's Jørn?" 

"Øystein! I'm so glad you came here! He was muttering your name all last night through tears and whimpers. 
Something about being sorry, too. Right now, he's asleep. | would wake him up for you but he's been through 
so much already. l'm just so relieved he's okay," 


"Signe, tell me what happened" 


"You better sit down for this, Bystein" 


Awakening 
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Jarn's bruised eyes peeled open slowly. It had been four days since they'd seen the light of day. He lifted his 


bandaged head and scoped the room around him. 

"Bystein?" 

| scrambled out of my seat and embraced my friend. Not too tight but tight enough to show him how relieved 
| was to see him awake. Jørn, in a state of pure confusion, squeezed me back The town doctor was convinced 
he wasn't going to make it. | didnt want to believe it though. | refused to leave his side until | was sure he was 
okay. After all, since we were children, Jarn never left mine. 

"Thank goodness you're finally awake.. you had me so worried. You don't even know. * 

"What happened? | thought | was a goner back there’ 

"You probably would have been a goner if Per hadn't found you. 

"Per.Where is he” 

"He's back at the im. He's going to be so overjoyed once he hears you're awake!" 

"Bystein?™ 

"Yeah?" 

"What happened to Sven and Jan? Please tell me they didn't do anything to Per" 

The color drained from my face. The room was suddenly engulfed by a deafening silence. 

"Jorn, they're dead." 


"What!? How? When?" 


"They were both found dead near here yesterday. No one's sure what happened.. Per and | are both shaken up 


about it. The whole town is actually. It's just not safe here anymore, Jørn" 


Jarn hugged his knees and began to weep gently. 

It's not her, Øystein! Please tell me you believe me. Please!" 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Signe's not the thing that's out there killing. | know it! | swear.." 

| wrapped my arm around him and tried my best to comfort him, assuring him that the rumors were far 
from true. Signe walked in the room asking what all the noise was about. She screamed and burst into tears at 
the sight of her brother. She ran over and embraced him while tears flowed down her porcelain cheeks. Signe 


couldn't bear to lose her brother and like me, stayed by his side the whole four days. | felt rather 
uncomfortable standing around the two siblings while they exchanged their words so | stepped out. 


Behind Thorns 


| ventured into the wooded area surrounding Jarn's home. A place like this seemed to almost swallow you up 
once you wandered into it. So many memories lie here; frozen in time, buried in the farther reaches of my 
mind. A sense of nostalgia bubbled inside me. How long has it been since | hung out in these very woods with 
Jørn? Felt like ages to me. A slight crunch of leaves could be heard to my side. | froze in my steps. There was 
a rustle in the thorn bushes that stopped at the exact moment | stopped. 

"Jørn?" 

No response. 

"If that's you hiding behind that bush, cut it out" 

The bush shook suddenly and | could make out a large pair eyes peeking out at me through the tangles of 
vines. | reached into my pocket and grasped the handle of a blunt knife | snagged from Jørn's house. Whatever 
was lurking from within the bush, it was not Jørn. 

"Pssst-Bystein! It's me!" 

"Per? What the hell are you doing out here?" 

"| missed you." 

"Oh..." 


‘lm sorry... | knew | shouldn't have come out here to bother you...” 


"Oh no, Per! It's not that! It's just you frightened me is all.what with the thing that's murdering people left and 


right..Let's be more careful." 


| gazed at what seemed to be a vast sea of dry thorns, jutting out in all kinds of directions. | was horrified 
when | thought about how Per even managed to get himself in there. 


"Per, get out of there. You're going to hurt yourself” 

"I can't get out anymore! Why'd | get myself into this shit in the first place." 

| got down and slipped underneath the bushes where there was a little bit of space to crawl through. Per 
reached out and grabbed my hand and carefully maneuvered out of the prickly jungle. As | backed out, a stray 


thorn caught my cheek and embedded itself deep into my skin. | winced loudly as it moved across my face, 
further deepening the cut. | managed to get Per out safely. As for my cheek; not so much. 


"Your cheek! This is all my fault... l'm such an idiot!" 
"Per, stop! It's not your fault. | should have been more carefull" 


| pulled my lover into an embrace and felt him place his hands on my shoulder. Per stared wildly at my cheek 
and the blood trickling onto his fingers. Not even a flinch. He leaned in closer and didn't hesitate to lick the cut 


on my face. | stammered in confusion and waited for him to say something. Per simply gave me a smirk. 


It's sweet, if you were wondering." 


Without breaking eye contact, he stuck the bloody fingers into his mouth and slowly slid them back out with a 
plop. 


"You know, Øystein.. that's not the only thing | want in my mouth right now..” 


Caught 
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Per fell to his knees and pulled my pants down without haste. He was pleased to discover | was already hard. 
He stroked my pulsating erection with his hand. His touch made me quiver with excitement. Per's touch was 
cold and soft like freshly fallen snow. He occasionally slid his hand down to the head of my cock and lightly 
pressed the slit with his thumb. A loud gasp slipped past my lips. 


"Per, fuck.. you're so...good. Keep going." 

"Look down, Øystein" 

| stared down at Per who had let go of my dick. He looked up at me with a flirty grin and stuck out his tongue. 
"Don't keep your eyes off me, alright?" 

In that moment, Per grabbed my cock and began licking the head wildly. He pressed his tongue against the slit 
like with his thumb. My legs felt weak and trembled slightly. | forced back a squeal as | watched Per take my 
cock in his mouth. Per sucked gently and looked me in the eyes. | swear | could get lost in those gorgeous eyes 
of his. He was so goddamn sexy. Seeing him on his hands and knees drove me mad. | just wanted to go down on 
him right now and fuck him senselessly. | shoved Per's face closer to me and felt my cock slide down his 
throat. That was shitty of me to do. | feared Per would choke but fortunately, he adjusted to it quite quickly. 
Per worked his tongue against my cock | felt his throat constrict around it, only making my moans louder and 
needier. 

"Per, I'm going to fucking cum..shit-" 


" Øystein?" 


My head darted to my side and | found Jørn gawking at me with a look of pure disgust on his face. 


Fear 


It definitely did not help that | came immediately after | realized Jørn was standing right there. Per's face was 
still buried in my crotch so | grabbed a fistful of his hair and shook him roughly to get him to stop. Per began 
to choke and immediately pushed himself away to spit out the white substance. | scrambled to pull up my 
underwear and pants. 


"Jørn, |-" 


Jørn gave me a scoff and walked away. | helped Per back and we both approached the sickened Jørn. When | 
put my arm on his shoulder, he shoved it off harshly. 


"Don't fucking touch me, you-you..” 
"Jern...2" 


"You freak!" 

Jørn dashed away and | tried catching up to his to explain to him what he had just seen Per was left behind 
muttering the word ‘freak’ under his breath sadly. 

"Jørn! Its not what you think! Hold on! If you'd just let me explain!" 

"Get away from me! Just stay away!" 

Jørn reached his cabin and slammed the door. After all we've been through together, | get a door slammed 
right in my face and nothing more. | tried banging and calling out to him but there was no use. Was this the 
end of our friendship? 


"Come on, Øystein. Let's go home and forget about this." 


As we made our way back home, | was consumed by a wave of agitation and uneasiness. There was a feeling in 


my stomach like a bottomless pit. It made me nauseous even to think of what was to come the next day. 
"Am | a freak, ystein?” 

"OF course not, Per: 

"Its just that I've been called a freak so many times before... Im starting to believe it." 


"Don't believe anyone who calls you that, Per. You're not a freak Neither of us are." 


"Thanks, Øystein. | love you." 
‘| love you too, baby." 


Per gave me a small peck on the cheek. | smiled but on the inside, | was panicking. He sensed my unnerving 


anxiety when | chuckled awkwardly at his kiss. 

‘What wrong, Øystein?" 

"Per.l'm so scared... 

"What, why!?" 

"Jørn's going to tell everybody. He can't keep his mouth shut for one second! When | first lost my virginity, | 
told Jarn and he told everyone the next day! | was embarrassed for weeks! That's different though. If the 
whole town finds out about..us...we'll get beaten or kicked out or worse! Per, I'm terrified! I'm not ashamed of 
our relationship one bit but.! don't want anyone else to find out." 


"Jørn wouldn't do that..." 


"Are you kidding mel? He called us freaks, for shit's sake! He's going to tell his family and they're going to 


spread the word around until the whole town shows up our at door with torches and clubs." 

"Øystein, I'll make sure nothing happens to us. | promise." 

"I trust you, Per. Thank you." 

Hot tears pooled in my eyes. | wanted to run far away from this place with the only person | cared about. | 
looked into Pers eyes and sensed the same rage | had seen before. It was so unnatural to see such hatred in 


his eyes. 


"Stubberud..lf he tries anything, I'll fucking kill him." 


Attacked 


"Jørn had gone out into the woods to "clear his head of all the shit that was going on". I'm not sure what was 
bothering him so badly. | tried asking him about it too. Jørn never hesitates to tell me what's on his mind but 
he told me he could never tell anyone what he had seen. It was to be kept a secret. Jørn decided he was going 
to take a small venture into the woods to get his mind off things. | warned him that it was already dark and 
pleaded him not to go but he was just so stubborn about it. "I'll be fine, sis! Don't worry about me! Your little 
brother's all grown up now and can take care of himself just fine." Jørn waved goodbye to me as he 
disappeared into the vast darkness of the forest. | yelled at him to be careful and stay safe. | went back inside 
to fetch my book and a candle so that | could have a read under the moonlight as | waited for my brother to 
return. Jarn's hunting knife was lying peacefully on the table. You'd think Jørn would be fine without it but | 
later realized | was mistaken. It had been about half an hour since Jørn left and | sat outside our cabin enjoying 
my book | suddenly heard the most terrifying noise | think I've ever heard in my life. It was a blood curling 
scream emanating from the woods. What made things worse is that | recognized that scream to be none other 
than my brother's. | dropped my book and ran inside for the knife. | grabbed the candle and approached the 
direction the scream came from with extreme caution | called out to Jørn and heard nothing. My heart was 
racing and my hands were shaking so badly, | was afraid the candle would go out. "Signe! Please help! Please! Oh 
god! Hurry!" Jørn ran out of the darkness, charging at me at full speed. There was something chasing after 


him! Oh, Øystein! It was awful! Just ghastly!" 


"What, Signe! What did you seel?" 


"Øystein, | couldn't make this up if | tried. It was a humanoid creature with piercing red eyes that ran on all 
fours like a beast. It's face was mostly shrouded by mangy hair. It was hissing and growling. This demon was 
definitely out for blood. Jarn cowered behind me in tears. | swung the knife and candle at it. The light was not 
enough to illuminate its face completely. | gripped the knife tightly, ready to use if need be. Instead, the 
creature spat at me and backed away slowly and slinked into the shadows. | didn't understand why it did not 
come after me. Perhaps it was the candle or the knife. | ran back to the cabin with Jørn, completely hysterical 
and whimpering louder than a starving dog. After he had calmed down a bit, he explained what had happened. 
Jørn had been strolling about when out of nowhere, something pounced on him. He managed to get it off him 
and ran as fast as he could. Jørn nearly choked on his tears telling me how afraid he was and that he was 
certain he was going to die. Father returned and panicked at the sight of his son trembling uncontrollably on 
the bed. Fortunately, Jørn had only sustained scratches and some bruises but that did not take away from the 
emotional trauma he had just endured. The whole night we stayed by his side because he could not handle 
being alone for one second. He was muttering your name for a long time too, Øystein. Over and over again, 
along with "I'm sorry." | just don't get it" 


"Oh, Jørn.. knew he didn't mean it. | wish | could tell him that | forgive him." 


"Please, come back later. Right now, I'd just like to be alone, if you don't mind. Jørn will be awake by then" 


Tension 


"Per! Per! You won't believe what happened last night! Come ‘ere!” 

Per dashed down the stairs the second he heard my voice. He nearly slipped on the way down but that didn't 
stop him from charging at me. He embraced me tightly and gave me a smooch on the cheek. We had gotten so 
close that we could barely stand being apart from each other for so long. Especially Per. | don't think he heard 
what | said either. 

"Per, listen, Jørn got attacked by that thing last night!" 

"And?" 

"Well, miraculously, he didn't get hurt badly at all. I'm so glad." 

Oh." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


| was a bit frustrated at Per's nonchalant attitude. How could he not show any kind of emotion at something as 


serious as this. 
"After what he called us back there, you still sympathize with him, Øystein?" 
"Per, he's been my friend for years... 


"Friend! So what! What am | then! Do | mean less to you?" 


"What the hell are you talking about!" 
"Dystein... | don't trust him. Not one bit. After what he called us, can he really be trusted?" 


"He's sorry, alright? Everyone makes mistakes and he-he just panicked is all. Don't get hung up on it” 


"That's exactly what he wants you to think. I'm just warning you, Øystein. He's not what you think he is.” 
"Per" 


"He's going to tell the whole town" 


"Stop." 

"He's going to stab you in the back and watch you bleed." 

"Seriously..." 

"He's going to tear us apart!" 

"Shut up! Shut the fuck up!" 

This is the first time I've ever yelled at Per. | was infuriated to say the least. | couldn't believe what | was 
hearing from him. Per stood there shocked. He had never seen this side of me. 
"Øystein." 

"What do you know about it!" 

"That's right! Nothing! You don't know him like | do!" 

"| just don't want us to get caught... | didn't mean to-" 

"Don't talk about him like that! He's been through enough! Not that you care." 


"That's right. | don't care. | only care about you, Øystein. If you like Jørn that much, why don't you go fuck him 


instead?" 


Per brushed past me gently and opened the door. | only caught a glimpse of his face before he left. He looked 
like he was about to cry. 


